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i 
THE GREYS. 

“Oh, Mary, where do you think we are going 
tomorrow ?”? said Fanny Grey, as she burst into 
the school-room, upsetting inkstands, and tossing’ 
down everything that was in her way; ‘‘ leave 
vour drawing for once, and try to guess, for you 
are a true Yankee.” 

“T suppose,” said Mary, ‘‘to some picture 
gallery, or some museum, some new building, or 
some—’” 

“No, indeed,” said Fanny, ‘‘ not one of your 








‘somes’; you may as well let me tell you, for I 
am confident you will never guess. Do you re- 
member the cottage which we saw last summer in 
R——, and admired so very much? Well father 
has bought it, and we are all to go there tomor- 
tow, to spend the day; are you not delighted?” 

These Greys—they were four sisters, Mary, 
Fanny, Lucy, Rebecca, and their little broth- 
et Frank,—they had never fived in the country, 
—scarcely been there, yet all treasured in re- 
membrance what they had heard and read of it, 
til they fancied it was an Eden of flowers, a 
world of joyousness, a home of mirth, where noth- 
ing of sorrow or sadness might be seen. They to 
each other formed a thousand plans of happiness 
and romping plays. What child does not love to 
romp? 

“T hope it will be pleasant weather tomorrow,” 
stid Lucy, when she bid her father and mother 
good night; ‘‘I shall be disappointed if it storms.” 
“T shall look at the thermometer very early in 
the morning,” said Frank, ‘‘ and see if the sun 
will shine allday.”” ‘* Barometer, Frank,” said 
Mary. ‘‘I shall look at both, sister, as father 
does, and then I can tell for certain.” 

The tomorrow morning, so earnestly desired 
by all, at last arrived, and little Frank exam- 
ined thermometer, barometer, and the cloud- 
less heavens when the sun was a full hour high, 
andthen gave his opinion “that it would be a 
pleasant day, a beautiful day, and the sun would 
eep out till night.” A smile was seen to play 
tound the mouths of all, as Frank gave them this 
very valuable information, and Mr. Grey asked 
his son if he knew the difference between a bar- 
ometer and a fhermometer, and of what use they 
Were to people. 

The little boy hesitated a moment and then an- 

swered—‘* Why, father, you know as well as I 
do,that they are to tell us what weather there is.” 
_ “That,” said his father, ‘‘ we can learn by look- 
ing out of the window, and without the assistance 
of either,” 
“But, father, you look at both very often, and 
€n tell mother about the weather, and heat and 
told; if you can know that by looking out of doors, 
hy do you have the instruments?” 



































All the children looked as if they would gladly 








hear the different properties of the two instru- | 
ments, which their father informed them were so 
very simple in the construction, and yet so very 
useful. 

‘* The Barometer,” said Mr. Grey, ‘‘ was in- 
vented to show the weight of the air by means 
of mercury and a glass tube. The tube when 
deprived of air, and closed at one end is immers- 
ed in a little cup or vase filled with quick silver, 
the pressure of the atmosphere on the mercury 
contained in the cup causes it to rise in the tube, 
(where there is a perfect vacuum) and the heav- | 
ier the pressure of air on the mercury, the higher | 
will it rise inthe tube. Consequently, on aclear, 
dry, fair day like the present, the quicksilver is 
found to ascend, as it always does in dry weather; 
while on the contrary, on adamp, foggy, rainy day, 
the mercury will descend in as great a degree as 
it would rise, were it the-reverse, so you see that 
by the weight of the quicksilver in the batometer 
we can calculate the fairness or heaviness of the 
weather. Now do you all clearly understand the 
Barometer?” 

‘* Yes, father,” was the united response, ‘‘ and 
for me,”’ said Fanny, ‘‘ I am certain that I have 
a most perfect idea of it, and would not hesitate 
to manufacture one myself, and now for the ther- 
mometer, dear father, which I suspect is very like 
the barometer.”? ‘ 

‘* Not exactly, Fanny, though it has both mer- 
cury and a tube; but the quicksilver rises and 
falls in the tube as it is influenced by heat and 
cold. Heat produces a very great and percepti- 
ble effect on the air, and it is that power of ex- 
pansion which heat possesses over il, that causes 
the fluid to rise in the glass; and as the cold pro- 
duces that condensation and weight of air, it nat- 
urally follows that the mercury in the tube should 
fall. The metallic plate with the figures is es- 
sential to both instruments in indicating the height 
of the quicksilver with exactness. 

‘© Now, my dear children, if I have given you 
an insight into the instrument, and one instrument 
to your improvement, I shall think the last half 
hour was spent advantageously, and pleasantly 
also; indeed it could not be otherwise, surround- 
ed by such a smiling group. And now, my son, 
can you tell me to what use the barometer is ap- 
propriated?” 

‘* Yes, indeed, father, I could not forget so 
soon; I could tell all you have been teaching us 
in a minute, but the carriage is coming, and I 
shall only have time to say that the barometer 
tells when the weather is to be cloudy, or pleas- 
ant, and the thermometer when it is to be hot or 
cold; so now, girls, get your bonnets and cloaks, 
for we can’t be kept waiting.‘? And away Frank 
flew on the wings of joy, cracking his whip, and 
making the house resound with his merry shouts 
of glee. {Juvenile Miscellany. 











NARRATIVE. 








INFLUENCE OF EARLY IMPRESSIONS, 

It is reported of a man, eminent for his talents, 
his elevated situation in life, and his dissipation, 
that one evening, while sitting at the gaming 
table, he was observed to be unusually sad. His 
associates rallied him upon his serious aspect. 
He endeavored, by rousing himself, and by sal- 
lies of wit, which he had always at command, to 
turn away their attention, and throw off the tran- 
sient gloom. Not many moments transpired, be- 
fore he again seemed lost in thought, and de- 
jected, by some, mournful contemplation. This 











exposed him'so entirely to the ridicule of his com- 








panions, that he could not defend himself. As 
they poured in upon him their taunts and jeers, 
he at last remarked, ‘‘ Well, to tell the truth, I 
cannot help thinking, every now and then of the 
prayers my mother used to offer for me at my 
bed-side, when I was a child. Old asI am, I 
cannot forget the impressions of those early 
years.” Here was a man of highly cultivated 
mind, and of talents of so high an order as to 
give him influence and eminence, notwithstand- 
ing his dissolute life; and yet neither lapse of 
years, nor acquisitions of knowledge, nor crowd- 
ing cares, nor scenes of dissipation could oblite- 
rate the effect which a mother’s devotions had left 
upon his mind. The still small voice of a moth- 
er’s prayers rose above the noise of guilty revelry. 
The pious mother, though dead, still continued to 
speak, in impressive rebuke to her dissolute son. 
Many facts might be introduced, illustrating the 
importance of this duty. The following is so 
much to the point, and affords such cheering en- 
couragement, that I cannot refrain from relating it. 

A few years since, a gentleman from England 
brought a letter of introduction to a gentleman in 
this country. The stranger was of accomplished 
mind and manners, but. in sentiment an infidel. 
The gentleman to whom he brought letters of in- 
troduction, and his lady, were active Christian 
philanthropists. They invited the stranger to 
make their house his home, and treated him with 
every possible attention. Upon the evening of 
his arrival, just before the usual hour for retiring, 
the gentleman knowing the peculiarity of his 
guest’s sentiments observed to him, that the hour 
had arrived in which they usually attended family 
prayers; that he should be happy to have himremain 
and unite with them; or, if he preferred, he could 
retire. The gentleman intimated that it would 
give him pleasure to remain. A chapter of the 
Bible was read, and the family all knelt in prayer, 
the stranger with the rest. In a few days, the 
stranger left this hospitable dwelling, and em- 
barked on board a ship for a foreign land. In 
the course of three or four years, however, the 
providence of God again led that stranger to the 
same dwelling. But, O, how changed! He 
came the happy Christian, the humble man of 
piety and prayer. In the course of the evening’s 
conversation, he |remarked that when he, on the 
first evening of his. previous visit, knelt with them 
in family prayer, it was the first time for many 
years, that he had bowed to his Maker. This act 
brought to his mind such a crowd of recollections, 
it so vividly reminded him of a parent’s prayers, 
which he had heard at home, that it completely 
absorbed his attention. His emotion was so great, 
that he did not hear one syllable of the prayer 
which was uttered, from its commencement to its 
close. And God made this the instrument of 
leading him from the dreamy wild of infidelity to 
the peace and joy of piety. His parents had long 
before gone to their rest; but the prayers they had 
offered for and with their son, had left an influ- 
ence which could not die. They might have pray- 
ed ever so fervently for him, but if they had not 
prayed with him, if they had not knelt by his side, 
and caused his listening ear to hear their earnest 
supplications, their child might have continued 
through life unreconciled to his Maker. 








RELIGION. 


HAPPY EFFECT OF MILDNESS, 
During a revival in a certain town, there lived 
a Mr. H——, who was a moral man, and who 


evidently depended upon his morality for justifi- 
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cation before God. Not finding employment in 
his own town, he labored at times, in a town ad- 
joining, whence he returned, every Saturday 
evening, to his family. ] 

One week during his absence, the attention of 
his wife was excited to the subject of religion. 
Her convictions, in a short time, became deep 
and pungent. A pious neighbor living near, she 
sought instruction and counsel of him, and re- 
quested the privilege of attending prayer with his 
family. The means with which she was thus fa- 
vored, were blessed by the Spirit of God; and on 
Saturday, previously tothe return of her husband, 
she hopefully obtained mercy of the Lord. 

In the evening she attended prayer meeting. 
During her absence her husband came home, and 
being informed whither his wife had gone, he ex- 
pressed great displeasure, and, in no mild terms, 
said, ‘‘ that he would have his family know that 
they were subject to his control.” 

On the return of his wife, bis displeasure again 
manifested itself in upbraidings for her conduct, 
and, with an intention, perhaps of wounding her 
feelings, he said that he had a poor opinion of the 
work. This deeply affected his wife, who, with 
great mildness and affection, entreated him to at- 
tend to religion, as a divine reality, and the ‘‘ one 
thing needful.” In this state of excitement on 
the one hand, and of deep solicitude on the other, 
they retired to rest. Mrs. H soon sunk into 
a refreshing sleep; but not so her husband. Her 
mild conduet, added to her kind entreaties, had 
penetrated his soul. A rapid review of his life 
convinced him that all was not right. After some 
time, his wife awaking, and finding him awake, 
asked him if he were unwell. He assured her 
that he was not. Again she fell asleep, and 
again awoke, and finding him as before, said, 
““You are not well, my dear husband, I am 
sure;’’ and offered to rise and administer some- 
thing tohim. But he declined, saying, ‘‘I am 
well, but feel no inclination to sleep.” After a 
time, he arose, dressed himself, and walked the 
room. She then said, ‘‘ Husband, you are either 
unwell, or your mind is troubled.” His reply 
was, ‘‘ I am a sinner!”’ 

This was an acknowledgment? full of joy to 
Mrs. H ,and in her heart she blessed God 
for the dawnings of a better day. A sense of 
guilt rapidly increased upon her husband, and he 
began in good earnest to tremble. Thus the re- 
mainder of the night was passed. 

The next raorning he was persuaded to attend 
church; but afterwards observed, that it seemed 
to him that he should sink, the preaching was so 
pointed at him. In the evening his wife invited 
him to accompany her to a conference: but he 
requested to be left to his own contemplations. 
On her retirement, he fell upon his knees, and be- 
sought a God of mercy to have compassion upon 
his soul. In this manner, he spent the whole 
time his wife was absent. About the time of her 
return, light and joy seemed to enter his soul. 
From that time he appeared the humble, affec- 
tionate, and consistent disciple of Christ. 

What a rich reward did this pious woman reap 
for letting ‘‘ patience have its perfect work,” 
and persevering in the mild and affectionate 
spirit of the Gospel. An opposite conduct would 
doubtless have driven her husband irrevocably to 
a state of obduracy; but by ‘‘ cords. of love,’’ she 
won him to repentance, and prepared the way for 
their mutual eternal joy. [Mother at Home. 











From the Youth’s Magazine. 
FLIES, 

What a vexation are these little flies that swarm 
in our houses, and haunt us every place we go! 
Don’t you sometimes wish they were all dead? 
If you could, by one stroke, put an end to 
them all to-day, I question if one would ever be 
seen again. 

But you are kind hearted; how far would your 
kindness go toward sparing them and doing them 
good, when you had it in your power to destroy 





well spare them. But they have life, and that 
life is every thing tothem. Itis as much to them 
as yours is to you. How far would your kind 
feelings go to preserve their lives? Would you 
expostulate with them, telling them how grievous- 
ly they offended you, while you were doing them 
no wrong? Would you warn them of what cer- 
tain destruction awaited them, for their wanton 
insults? It would be kind in you to doso. But 
would you in the mean time, provide food and 
comfort for them daily, while they continued to 
mock you by their wanton insults? This would 
hardly be expected; much less, that at your own 
charge, you would employ agents to converse with 
them, to instruct them, to warn them, to beseech 
them, and endeavor to bring them to a better mind. 
But how strong must be the feeling of good- 
will and love to them, if in addition to all this,you 
would be willing, if it were possible, yourself 
to become a fly—would mingle with them— 
would instruct them—would plead, weep, and en- 
treat them no longer to grieve you with their insults. 
Yea, more—would even willingly give your own 
life a ransom for theirs! It would be strange love 
to them, indeed beyond degree.—That you would 
give your life away, to save the life of a fly! Thous- 
ands of their lives are not as valuable as yours. 
Not allthe flies in the world, or ten thousand 
worlds, would be worth one life such as yours. 

But, dear children, there was stranger love 
than all this, in the love of God to men. Befvre 
him, our sins are more provoking; and our insig- 
nificance infinitely greater. He heaps on us 
multipliec mercies; and in his word and provi- 
dence, ertreats us to leave off our sins and be recon- 
ciled to hm. He was God, and could not suffer, 
nor die; yet to save men, he became man, that he 


to blame, and I never shall forgive you. Yoy 
have made more cost and trouble than your head 
is worth.’ ‘*I know I have done wrong: I am 
convinced of my sins; and I humbly ask your for. 
giveness. I am determined to live differently in 
future; and I hope God will forgive me. We have 
been actuated by a wrong spirit. And we shall 
be afraid to meet each other at the bar of God, 
where we must soon appear.” 

Mr. L. a little softened, replied, ‘‘ I can never 
forget the sleepless nights, and the costs, and 
damages, and vexation, that you have occasioned, 
But I am willing to do what is right about it, and 
always have been; and we never should have had 
any difficulty if it had not been for you and your 
boys.”’ 

When Mr. S. retired, there was a general ex- 
clamation in the family, ‘‘ Well! what can all this 
mean! This is something new! I wonder what 
will happen next! What in the world has produc- 
ed all this!”” ‘‘ Why,” says a great tall boy, who 
had helped his father carry on the quarrel, ‘I 
heard last night that Mr. S. is one of those that 
are under consarn.” The father was silent, and 
soon after retired quite disturbed. ‘‘ What! is 
S. concerned for his soul? He going to become 
a Christian? Ifhe can find mercy no one need 
despair. Why should he come and ask my for- 
giveness? If religion will humble such a man, it 
is truly a good thing.” He said, ‘We shall be 
afraid to meet each other at the bar of God.’ It 
is true, we have both acted like fools; but then I 
have had a great provocation. Oh! I ama great 
sinner, I have been completely under the influ- 
ence of Satan. I fear God has given me up. 
Others are anxious for their souls; and even this 
wicked wretch is becoming a Christian. Gra- 
cious God what a sinner I am. O God have 





might dwell among men—converse with men, and 
suffer anddie to save men. How boundless was | 
this love to men! Is it possible, that such a bosom | 
could feel such compassion for a worm—a fly— 
a sinner infinitely less than a fly? O, the love of 
God to man—the love of God evento you! He 
might have brushed us all out of being in a mo- 
ment, and filled our place with countless holy 
beings who would have loved him, and delighted 
in his law. But to restore our ruins, and bring 
back our apostacy, he became a worm—a fly—a 
man of sorrow, and died for our sins—laid down 
his life for such insignificant flies, and now be- 
seeches us by his death, to repent, be reconciled 
to him, and have eternal life. 

How boundless is his love, and oh, how great 
our ingratitude, if we reject and despise his offer- 
ed mercy. 








MORALITY. 

A QUARREL CURED. 

In a small town in Massachusetts, there lived 
two wealthy farmers, whose land adjoined each 
other. From some common causes, such as tres- 
passing of cattle, poor fences, &c. they became 
very inimical to each other; and finally got into 
law, and spent a great deal of money, for suppos- 
ed trifling offences. 

While in this state of fiend-like feeling, a re- 
vival of religion, which some ridicule as mere 
fanaticism, commenced in the place. Mr. S. 
one of the champions of wrath, was brought by 
that Spirit which convinceth of sin, to see the 
depravity of his own heart, and to cry for mercy. 
In reviewing his past conduct with his neighbors, 
he saw himself a monster of wickedness. He 
cried to God for mercy, and he heard him; but 
could not rest here: he must go and ask forgive- 
ness of his neighbor. With a trembliag, broken 
heart, he rapped at the door of his neighbor, which 
he had not entered for more than six years. As 
Mr. L. had no suspicion who it was, he bade him 
walk in. With amazement every eye was fixed 
upon him. After helping himself to a seat, 
‘* Neighbor,” says Mr. S. ‘‘I have come to ask 
your forgiveness. We have had a great deal of 





them? They are so insignificant, the world could 











difficulty, and I find I have been much to blame.” 
** Well,” says Mr, L., “‘I always knew you was 


mercy on my soul!” Thus his sins were set in 
order before him; and he was in great distress 
for several days. At length he could smother 
his feelings no longer. He took his hat and 
went to see his once hated neighbor. As he en- 
tered the door he received a cordial welcome. 
They took each other by the hand, and burst into 
tears. ‘‘ You came to ask my forgiveness the 


times worse than you.” 

Before they separated, they retired and prayed 
together. They are now members of the same 
church, and have lived about eight years in un- 
interrupted harmony and good neighborhood. 




















Piety and Zeal of a Cherokee Woman. 


The next Sabbath after our last Bible society 
meeting I went out into a neighboring settlement, 
where I have a stated appointment to preach to the 
Cherokee Indians. Most of my auditory were mem- 
bers of the Bible society. They had just receiv- 
edtheir books; and you might see each one furnish- 
ed with a copy of Matthew, the Acts, and a hymna 
book, and each regarding these books as most 
precious treasures. 

I was particularly interested with one Cherokee 
woman. She had her Matthew, Acts, and 
hymn book very carefully wrapped in a new silk 
handkerchief. Before the exercises commenced, 
she. would carefully unfold the handkerchief— 
read a verse or two in the book of life—then 
carefully fold up the books, and press them to her 
breast, while tears of gratitude for the invaluable 
treasure bedewed her sable cheeks, 

When the text, which was Matt. iv, 18-22, was 
announced, all of them took their books and turn- 
ed to the passage. Never did I address a more 
deeply interested company. Among them were 
several consistent professors of religion, who are 
members of the mission Church. At the close, 
sixteen others publicly expressed a determination 
to forsake all and straightway to follow Christ. 

When I had mounted my horse to return home, 
the woman alluded to came out and detained me. 
Her face was bathed with tears; but her eye 








other day; but I find I have been a thousand: 
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as 


beamed with thankful joy. She said, ‘‘ Have 


ou made the paper (meaning this letter) to the 


soeiety of good people in New York, who are 


helping us to get the word of God?” When I 
told her I had not, but should do so soon, she 
said, ‘‘ Do not forget to tell them that my heart is 
clad for the books which I have obtained, and is 
full of love and thankfulness to them. Tell them.” 
said she, ‘‘ I cannot speak how much we are all 
lad and thankful; and we pray much for those 
good people every day.” -So you see, my dear 
prother, the blessings of many who were ready to 


perish are come upon your society. 


This woman is an instance of the rich grace of 
Her first serious impressions were produ- 
ced by reading the word of God in her own lan- 
guage; these impressions resulted, as we had the 


God. 


best reason to hope, in her conversion to God, 


and she was three years since received into the 
mission Church. At the time of her conversion 
she was living in a state of widowhood; subse- 
quently she was married to one of the chiefs, who 
was much opposed to religion, and grossly intem- 
Her example and exhortations, joined to 
her prayers, were the means of his hopeful con- 
version, and of a revival of religion in the neigh- 
borhood, which resulted in the conversion of thir- 


perate. 


teen individuals. She is again a widow, is poor, 


and is in very feeble health, but is rapidly growing 
She is one of the most faithful Chris- 
She lets no opportunity for 
benefiting the souls of her people pass unimprov- 
ed; when she goes to a neighbor’s house, or when 


in grace. 
tians in the Church. 


avisiter calls on her, religion is almost her only 


subject of conversation; and every interview is 


closed with prayer, unless her visiters refuse, and 
in that case they are the subject of her earnest 
cries to God in secret. I attribute the prevailing 
attention to religion in the neighborhood where 
she now resides, in a great measure, to her in- 
strumentality. How grateful it is to put into such 
hands the word of life!—Rev. C. Washburn. 

















THE NURSERY. _ 








Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
TELLING STORIES.— Continued. 

About a fortnight after the little party, of which 
Itold you in the last Youth’s Companion, I re- 
ceived an invitation from a pleasant little girl to 
meet the same circle again at her house on the 
next Wednesday afternoon. I was very happy to 
be able to gratify them, but wrote back in answer, 
that they had better be brightening their memories, 
forl should eall upon part of them at least for 
some more stories. 

Wednesday afternoon came, fair bright and 
sunny, as the faces of the dear children who were 
toenjoy it. They all manifested much pleasure 
at my arrival, and after disposing of caps, shawls 
and bonnets, they were again seated as atten- 
tive listeners. I began by telling them of a 
Newfoundland dog once owned by a gentleman. 
He was in the habit of carrying a lantern before 
his master at night, as steadily as the most atten- 
tive servant could do, stopping short when he 
made a stop, and proceeding when he saw him 
disposed to follow. If his owner was. from ‘home, 
as soon as the lantern was fixed to his mouth and 
the command given, ‘‘ Go fetch thy master,” he 
would immediately set off and proceed directly to 
the town, which lay at the distance of more than a 
mile from the place of his residence. When there, 
he stopped at the door of every house which he 
knew his master was in the habit of frequenting, 
and laying down his iuntern, would growl and 
beat at the door, making all the: noise in his pow- 
er, until it was opened. If ‘his owner was not 
there, he would proceed farther in the same man- 
ner, until he found him. Ifhe had accompanied 
im only once into a house, this was sufficient 
to induce him to take that house in his round. 

As soon as I had finished, a little girl’ whose 
face had heen close to mine all the while, and her 
lips parted all ready to speak, the moment I should 
have finished, said, ‘‘ Oh may J tell one about a 


gan—‘‘ A gentleman who lived in London, was 
going one afternoon to his country cottage, with 
with his favorite Cesar,a Newfoundland dog, when 
he recollected that he had the key of a cellar 
which would be wanted at home during his ab- 
sence. Cvsar had often carried things for his 
master, so he was sent back with the key. The 
dog did as he was bid, and afterwards joined his 
master, who discovered that he had been fighting 
and was much torn about the head. On his re- 
turn to town in the evening he found out the rea- 
son. Cesar while trudging along with his key, 
was attacked by a ferocious dog belonging toa 
butcher; he made no resistance, but tore himself 
away without giving up his key. After safely 
delivering it in town, he returned the same way, 
and on reaching the butcher’s shop, he stopped 
and looked out for his enemy. The dog again 
came forth. Cesar attacked him most furiously, 
for he did not quit his enemy, till he lay dead at 
his feet!” 

1 looked round when my little friend had finish- 
ed, and discovered a pair of bright black eyes in 
the corner, looking as if they had something to 
say for themselves. So Miss Susan was request- 
ed to tell what made them look so roguish. She 
said she ‘‘ was thinking of a story her uncle told 
her about a French dog, who was taught by his 
master to go of various errands and among others 
to fetch him his dinner in a basket. One even- 
ing when the dog was returning to his master, 
thus furnished, two other dogs, attracted by the 
savoury smell of the meat-pies that this new mes- 
senger was carrying, determined to attack him. 
The dog put his basket on the ground, and set 
himself courageously against the first that advan- 
ced, but while he was engaged with this one— 
the other ran to the basket and began to help 
himself. At length seeing that there was no 
chance of beating both the dogs and saving his 
master’s dinner,he threw himself between the two 
and without further ceremony despatched the pies 
himself, and then returned to his master with the 
empty basket!” 

The children all laughed heartily at this story, 
and one of them said she knew something queer was 
coming, for Susan’s eyes never looked’ so funny 
for nothing.” [ To be continued. | 








SABBATH SCHOOL. 








From the Georgia Christian Index. 
TO MY CLASS. 

Dear Little Children: Iam now going to tell 
you how you should do when you go to the Sab- 
bath School, and I want you to read it well, and 
try to remember what you read. When you at- 
tend the Sabbath School, you should endeavor to 
think what you go there for, and what object you 
have in view—for God sees you, he is watching 
all your actions,and He knows whether you go to 
learn, to play, or to look about when you ought 
to be noticing what your teacher is saying to you 
and what he is talking about, He does not meet 
with you Sabbath after Sabbath, to tell stories 
about things that will never do you any good, or 
how you may make a show in the world, that 
people may admire and talk about you. O no, 
this would be asin! And God hates sin—for he 
says in his Holy Book, ‘‘the soul that sinneth 
shall surely die.” Your teacher meets. you then, 
to tell you about Jesus Christ, and heaven, and 
happiness—to teach you something that will make 
you useful as long as you live. Therefore you 
must be attentive in School—sit still, and mind 
all that is said to you; then you will please God, 
and please your parents, and angels will delight 
to look down upon you, and all good people will 
say, see how these children behave in Sabbath 
School—see how they love one another. 

Think of the poor little children in heathen 
countries, they don’t have people every Sunday 
to teach them the Scriptures, and tell them about 
Jesus, who ‘‘ though he was rich, yet for your 
sakes becanae poor, that ye through his poverty 








dog?” and without waiting for an answer, she be-| 
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might be rich;”’ how he came into this world and 
bled on the cross, to save sinners, and keep them 
from going down to hell when they die. No! 
thousands of poor heathen children are closing 
their eyes in death every year, without hearing 
any thing about that Holy Book which you can 
read at any time. They never heard any thing of 
heaven, the abode of peace, of calm, and of quiet 
—nor of hell, that place which burns with fire and 
brimstone, where all wicked people must go when 
they leave this world—nor of Jesus Christ, who, 
when he was upon earth, took little children in 
his arms and blessed them, and said, ‘‘ suffer lit- 
tle children to come unto me and forbid them not, 
for of such is the kingdom of heaven.” Now 
would you not love such a good and kind friend 
as Jesus? And would you not do something to 
please him? Yes, I know you would. Well, 
when you attend Sabbath School, and all kneel to 
pray, then fall upon your knees, and ask your 
Heavenly Father to forgive your sins and the 
sins of the people; and pray too, for those poor 
children that are in heathen countries, that they 
may have the Bible and Sabbath Schools among 
them; and when we sing, unite with us, and let 
your voices be heard in sweet anthems of praise to 
God and the Lamb. Then if you live holy and good 
on earth, I shall hope to meet my little class in 
the kingdom of heaven, where ‘‘ congregations 
ne’er break up, and Sabbaths never end.” Fare- 
well! A Teracurr. 

OBITUARY. 

From the Youth’s Magazine. 
MARY ANN HAFER. 

Mary Ann Hafer was born in Cincinnati, in 
1817. Atavery early period her mother died. 
Her father married again, but died soon after. 
He had once been possessed of considerable prop- 
erty, but before he died it was nearly all spent, 
so that Mary Ann was left a poor orphan. She 
went to live with her grandmother, in Williams- 
burgh, Clermont county. About five years ago 
she began to think seriously upon religion. I 
have no doubt,.she truly repented of sin and be- 
lieved on Jesus Christ. Soon after she united 
with the church. Two years ago last February, 
she came to live in the family of the editor of the 
Youth’s Magazine. She was at that time fifteen 
years old. Mr. and Mrs. Brainerd soon perceiv- 
ed that she meant on all occasions to do right. 
They, therefore, treated her with great kindness. 
She loved to read, and during her residence with 
Mr. Brainerd, she read through not less than 
twenty-five volumes of books of three or four hun- 
dred pages. 

She was always good tempered. Mrs. Brain- 
erd said she never saw her angry. She always 
desired to do good. Fr the last year and a half, 
she regularly taught a class inthe Sabbath school. 
The lesson she studied carefully, that she might 
be prepared to teach well. 

She was faithful in all her duties—Mr. and Mrs. 
B often left the house in her care for days, 
with perfect confidence that she would take the 
best care of every thing, and they were never 
disappointed. 

Two weeks ago last Friday, Mrs. Brainerd 
was taken sick ef cholera, and died on Saturday. 
During her sickness, Mary Ann watched over her 
with the most anxious care, and when she found 
that Mrs. Brainerd must: die, she began to weep, 
and continued in tears. until’ her own sickness 
came on. She told her friends that Mrs. Brain- 
erd had been a mother to her—that her best friend 
was going to die. 

On the morning of the Sabbath after Mrs. 
Brainerd’s death, Mary Ann rose, and prepared 
breakfast as usual. Soon after she complained of 
being uawell. Intwo hours after her sickness came 
on, it was ascertained that she must die.—She 
was not afraid. She called all her friends around 
her, and thanked them for their kindness to her. 
She called for her Bible,kissed it,and directed that 
it should be given to her only sister. Her little 
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Youth’s Companion. 














Testament she left to her brother. She said he 
would be able to carry it with him in his pocket 
when he travelled. She left a message to be 
given to her absent brother and sister, when she 
should’be gone. She also left a charge for her 
little Sunday-school class. She was never hap- 
pier than on her dying bed.—With a faint, but 
clear voice, she said, 
‘ Jesus can make a dying bed, 
Feel soft as downy pillows are; 
While on his breast, I lean my head, 
And breathe my life out sweetly there.’ 

The funeral was attended by a large company, 
who wept much over her grave. 

From her history our young friends should learn, 

1. That though persons are poor, they will be 
respected and beloved, if they lead virtuous lives. 

2. ‘That in all circumstances, those disposed to 
improve their own minds and do good to others, 
will not lack opportunities. 

3. That a pious life gradually leads to a happy 
death, as well as to a home in heaven. T. B. 








EDITORIAL. a 





Letter to the Editor of the Youth’s Companion. 
[The following Letter is from a Clergyman who has recent- 
ly removed from the state of Vermont into the state of 
New-York. He requested it might be published in the 
Youth’s Companion. Thinking it would savor too much 
of egotism, we hesitated some time whether to comply 
with his request—but supposiug it would please our young 
recders to see how their little paper is estimated at a 
distance, and how some children managed to retain it, 
when they came near losing it, we concluded to insert it.] 

‘* Although I have now six children, all under seven- 
teen years of age, to whom the Youth’s Companion is 
interesting, having taken and found it a very accep- 
table companion in the family for nearly eight years, 
the children always looking out for its arrival and 
reading it through as soon as possible, I had about 
concluded upon the duty of discontinuing it, by reason 
of being so far removed from the region of its publi- 
cation, and being about to take the Mother’s Maga- 
zine, which I hoped would be an acceptable substitute 
for my beloved children. A few mornings ago, at the 
breakfast table, in speaking of a contemplated Mater- 
nal Association among us,and the apparent usefulness 
of their Magazine, a copy of which we bad just been 
reading, I mentioned my conclusion to discontinue the 
Companion, after the expiration of the present paid 
year, scarcely suspecting a dissenting voice among 
the children, from this proposed exchange. I had no 
sooner spoken this, than the gushing tears of two of 
the elder daughters, accompanied with a general re- 
quest not to give up the Companion at any rate, con- 
vinced me that I had misjudged, and caused me at 
once, heartily to fall in with them, rejoicing in the op- 
portunity of contributing so much, and at so cheap a 
rate, to their edification and improvement. In jus- 
tice to the Companion, I would say, that I am con- 
scious it has done more for the enjoyment and moral 
and intellectual improvement of my children, than 
could have been done by the expenditure of hundreds 
of dollars without such help, in many other ways usual- 


ly considered profitable. Iam therefore glad to hear |” 


of its increased patronage, and hope that its editor, 
whoever he may be, will never become weary of la- 
bors for the interest and improvement of so interesting 
and improving a class of the community as the juve- 
nile readers of the Youth’s Companion. That your 
labors may be blessed of God to the salvation of thou- 
sands of the rising generation, is the prayer of your 
remote Friend, — —,.” 





INFANT SCHOOLS. 
Extract from the Seventh Annual Report of the Infant 
School Society of Boston. April, 1835, 


During the year, ninety-three children have been 
admitted to the Garden Street school, and sixty-two 


sixty. Stillman Street school has admitted ninety-two. 
Thirty-six have gone to the primary school, and sixty- 





two have removed. Attendance in winter about fifty; 
in summer from sixty to seventy. Two have died. 
Whole number now on the list, sixty-three. The ex- 
penses of the year for the support of both schools have 
been only $602,86. 
.The mother of one of our scholars said to the teach- 
er recently, ‘* My little girl’s disposition is entirely 
changed since she came to school. Before, she was 
very cross—always contending with her sisters; now 
she is not only very pleasant and geod herself, but 
if her sisters are cross or do wrong, she will say, 
‘Why will you do so? The great God is looking 
upon you, and he cannot love you now.’ ” 
On one occasion, the teacher told the children that 
there were a great many people in the world who had 
no Bible. One little girl went home to her mother 
very much grieved about it, and begged some money 
to send to them. Next morning she came to Miss F. 
with two cents, which she said was ‘‘to buy Bibles 
for the poor heathen.” 
The children are very happy in the infant schools, 
and often come of their own accord, when their par- 
ents are too negligent to send them. They have fre- 
quently been known to come without their breakfast. 
When one of the scholars was sick, and in much 
pain, she said, ‘I will try not to think how bad I feel 
—I will think of my infant school, and how happy I 
ain there.” 
One day, while the children were playing at recess, 
one child hurt another. A little boy on seeing it, came 
up and said, * do to others as you would have others 
do to you; that’s the way.” 
One of the parents speaking of her child, says, “ J. 
is quite a good girl at home, she seems to try to he 
good, so that God may love her, she says.” One day 
when she was playing with a younger brother, he 
struck her, and she returned the blow, but immediate- 
ly began to cry. Being asked why she cried so, she 
said, ‘* 1 am sorry [ struck my little brother.” She 
was told to be careful and not strike him again. ‘This 
did not satisfy her, and she continued to cry bitterly, 
until they told her that God would forgive her, if she was 
really sorry. This child manifests great interest in 
religious duties, and her whole deportment both at 
home and at school, shows that the good seed has fal- 
len on good ground, and if hereafter the cares or the 
temptations of the world should choke it, may we not 
hope that it will remain, aud ultimately bring forth 
good fruit? 
On one occasion, a little girl said something that 
was not true, and was much troubled aboutit. When 
she was going to hed, she asked her mother, if ** God 
would forgive her if she confessed and prayed to him.” 
She then knelt down and expressed herself thus: ‘* O 
God, forgive me for telling an untruth to my dear 
mother, and I will never tell another.”> The mother 
of the child is a poor widow, who labors hard to sup- 
port her children. She says they have become very 
affectionate and kind since they attended the infant 
school, and she thinks these good impressions will 
never be erased. 
The teacher of the Garden Street school says, in 
her monthly report, ‘On Saturday I talked to the 
children, about keeping the Sabbath. One little girl 
said, ‘ 1 am going to ride tomorrow with my mother.’ 
1 gave them such instruction as I thought the occasion 
required. On Monday the little girl came to me and 
eaid ‘I did not go to ride yesterday.’ I asked her 
why? ‘My mother did not go.’ ‘ And why did not 
your mother go?, ‘ Because I told her it was wicked 
to ride Sundays.’ 
The same child came to me about three months 
since and told me her father said he would not drink 
any more rum. I asked her why? She replied, ‘I 
told him the Bible said, drunkards cannot go to heav- 
en.’ She has told me since that he has not drunk any.” 








MISCELLANY. 








LAZINESS. 

Laziness is a great sin—children, you must not be 
lazy. Many little children sleep when the birds are 
awake, and the bees are at work, and the sun looks out 
from the east so smiling and lovely. When your father 
gives you money do you-throw it into the fire? O no, 
money is worth saving. But time is money—yes, and 
itis more than money. Do not waste it. Do not 
murder it. You will be sorry for it when you lie upon 
your death beds. There are many souls now in per- 
dition; O what would one of those poor souls give for 
one of your precious hours of time? He would give 
ten thousand worlds if he had them. But it is too late: 
they have wasted all their time; they cannot come 





have left. Attendance in winter about forty; in sum- 
mer from sixty to seventy; number now on the list, 









Improve your time. Get up early in the morning; 
wash your faces,say your prayers, and then read your 
Bibles or some good book. And here is a hymn for 
little boys and girls to learn. Who of you will get up 
and learn it before gunrise? Come, let us see. 


The lark is up to meet the sin, 
The bee is on the wing; 

The ant his labor has begun, 
The groves with music ring. 


And shall I sleep when rosy morn 
Its light and glory sheds, 

Immortal beings were not born 
To rot in downy beds. 


Shall birds and bees and ants be wise, 
While I my moments waste? 

O let me with the morning rise 
And to my duty haste. [Ch. Index. 





Courage and Affection. 


Bite of a Rattlesnake.—Mr. Grains Briggs, while 
passing through his field near the point, in this town, 
on Friday last, received upon his bare ankle a severe 
hite from a rattlesnake. It appears that Mr. B. was 
in pursuit of his oxen; at the time of the bite, he way 
running at full speed. He says he did not see the snake 
until he was so close upon it that it was impossible to 
avoid it, and at the instant his foot which came nearest 
toit struck the ground, the deadly poison entered his 
body. He, however, although along mile from home, 
pursued the snake, which he soon succeeded in kill- 
ing; and when asked why he did so, said he supposed 
he must surely die himself, and therefore was deter- 
mined, though he might not live to get home, that the 
snake must die first. Dr. Woodward was called as 
soon as possible, and although the case was extremely 
doubtful, he is now in a fair way to recover. Much 
credit is due to Mr. Briggs’ wife, who manifested a 
presence of mind and promptitude of action quite un- 
common. It appears that immediately on ascertain- 
ing the situation of her husband, she applied her mouth 
to the wound, and continued sucking it until the arri- 
val of the doctor, without which, notwithstanding skil- 
ful medical aid, it is supposed he must have died. The 
snake was afterwards found, which measured about 
four feet, and had three rattles. Castleton, V1. p. 











POETRY. 


THE FRIEND OF THE FRIENDLESS. 


[The lines below were written by a Young Lady of Hart- 
ford, Ct. who had long contended with the ills of affliction, 
She was a native of England, left alone in this country, 
comparatively friendless, to buffet a wayward fortune. ] 
Jesus—I my cross have taken, 
All to leave, and follow thee; 
Naked, poor, despised, forsaken— 
Thou, from hence, my all shall be! 
Perish every fond ambition— 
All I’ve sought, or hoped, or known; 
Yet how rich is my condition— 
God and heaven are all my own. 
Let the world despise and leave me— 
They have left my Saviour teo; 
Human hopes and looks deceive me, 
Thou art not like them untrue: 
And whilst thou shalt smile upon me, 
God of wisdom, love and might, 
Friends may hate and foes may scorn me— 
Show thy face and ali is right. 
Go, then, earthly fame and treasure; 
Come disaster, scorn and pain; 
In thy service, pain is pleasure, 
With thy favour,:Joss is gain. 
I have called thee Abba, Father— 
I have set my heart on thee; 
Storms may howl and clouds‘may gather— 
All must work for good to me! 


Soul! then know thy full salvation— 
Rise o’er sin, and fear and care; 

Joy to find in every station, 
Bessette still to do or hear! 

Think what spirit dwells within thee— 
Think what heavenly bliss is thine; 

Think that Jesus died to save thee— 
Child of Heaven, canst thou repine? 

Haste thee on from grace to glory, 
Armed by faith and winged by prayer— 

Heaven’s eternal day’s before thee-— 
God’s own hand shall guide thee there! 

Soon shall close thy earthly mission, 
Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days; 














back and live their days out again. O that they had 
been wise! Now children you must not be so foolish, 


Hope shall change to glad fruition--~ 
aith to sight, and prayer to praise! 
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